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So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus Rood, 

And like a Newtral! to his will and matter, did nothing. 

But as we often fee againft. fonte ftorme, 

A filencc in the Heauens, the Racke ftand ftiH, 

The bold windes fpcechleffe, and the Of be below 

As hufh as death : Anon the dreadful! Thunder 

Doth rend the Region, So after Pjrrhm paufe, 

A ro wfcd Vengeance fets him new a-worke»j 

Andneuer did the Cyclops hammers fail 

Mir a his Armours, forged for proofe Eterne* 
With leffe remorfe then Pjrrhm bleeding fword 
Now falleg on Priam* 

OiK v out 5 thou Sminipet-Forn:nc T alI you Gods* 
In gcnerall Synod take away her power : 
Brcake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 
And bode 'he round Nauc downc thehill ol Heauen^ 
As low as to the Fiends. 
P$U ThU is too long* 

Ham, h (hall to'th Barbars, with your beard, Pry* 
thee fay on ■ He* for a Iigge,or a tale of Baudry t or bee 
flecpes. Say on ; come to Hecxfa* 

i.Pky&ut whop who, had feenthe inobled Queen. 

Hanf, The inobled Queene ? 

Pol That's good : Inobled Queene is good* 

l-Wtfj?, Run bare-foot vp and downe t 
Threatnm g the flame 

WithBiffonRhcuaic: A clout about that bead, 

Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, 

A blanket in th'Alatum of fear e caught vp. 

Who this badfeene, with tongue in Venome ficepM, 

'Gaiafl Fortunes Sute,would Treafon haue pronoune'd? 

But if the Gods themfelues did fee her then, 

When file fa w Pyrrhm make malicious fpor t 

in mincing with his Sword her Husbands Ijrnbcs, 

The inftant Burft of Clamour that Hie made 

( Valerie things monall moue them not at all) 

Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Hcauen, 

And paffion in the Gods, 

Pal, Looks where he has not eura'd his colour, and 
ha*s tearesin'fi eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tis wellj He haue thee fpeake out the reft, 
foone P Good rnyLord a will you fee the Players vvel be- 
ftow\i„ Doye hearcjlet them be well vs*d ; for they are 
ths Abftraeta and brccfe Chronicles of the time. After 
your deaths you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you Hucd. 

P$L My lord , I will vfe them according to their de- 
fart. 

Godsbodykin* man, better. VTeeuerieman 
after hisdefan, and who iliould icape whipping : vfe 
them after your own Honor and Dignity, Tfaeleflc they 
deferue t tbemoremeritisinyaur bountie. Take chetn 
in. 

PoL Come fir?. Exit Man. 

Ham. Follow him Friends:wcr/1 heare a play to mor- 
row. Do ft chou heare nic old Friend, can you play the 
murther of Cjens,4ge ? 

Play. I my Lord, 

Ham, Wcc'l h^t ro morrow night. You could for a 
need ftudy 3 fpcech offome dofen or lixtecnclines,which 
I would fee downe a and aifert inV Could ye not ? 

Play. I my Lord* 

Ham. V cry well, poHow that Lord, andlookcyou 
mock him noi t My good Friends, He leaueyou til night 
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Rofin* Good my Lord* 

Ham. I fo, God buy'ye s N<&w I am alone 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefam flattc am I ? * 
Is it not monftrous that thisPlay er h ecrc 
But in a Fixiotyn a drearne of Paffion * 
Could force his fotile fo to his whole conc-h 
That from her working,*!] his vifa RC Wat l !* 
Teares in his eyes y diftraaion id's Afpeft *j 
A broken royce, and hi* whole Ftm&ion foi j 
With Forme^to his Conceit ? And all fo. „ I s 

What's Hecuba to him^r he to Hecnb^ 

That he fisould weepe for her ? What would % 1 

Had he the Motiue and the Cueforpaffion ^ 

That I haue? He would dnmnethe ScaoewirK 

And cleaue the general! care with horrid fcZk Cl * 

Make mad the guihy 5 and flpife the free, % 

Confound the ignorant, and ama^e indeed 

The very faculty of Eye* and Bates. Yet 1 

A dull and muddy-rwetled Rafcall,p«ke # 

Like lohn a-drearnes^npregnariE of my cauf . 

And can fay nothing : No 3 not for a Kin? > 

Vpon whofcpropetiy^and trofi dcere lite, 

A damoM defeate was made. Am 1 a Cpwart 3 > 

Who calles me Villaine ? brcafeei my p at * ^ w( r 

Plucke's off my Beard.and bio ww it in my fe Cf * ' 

Tweakcs meby'th'Nfofrfgiuesmc the Lye i' th ; Thr., 

A, dcepe as to the Lungs? Who does tJ£L ? J 

Ha?Why f fhould take it : for it cannot be 

But I am Pigeon- Liuer'd^and hcke Gal! * 

To make Oppreffion bjtt er, or ere thj? 

I fliould haue fitted all the Region Kites 

With this Slaues Offall, bloudy a a Bawdy vilMne 

R*morfelcffe f rreacheroiiSjtcttherow, kindtes v4thi I 
Oh vengeance! 

Who? What an AfTe am I f I (urcjm h brine 
That I, the Sonne of the Dmc furthered, 
Promptrd to myRcucnge by Heauei^and'HcIl 
Mutt (like a Wharej vnpacke my heart with *ordi 
And fall a Cnrfing hkc a very Drab, 
A Scullion? Fye ?pon*t ; Fob. About my Brainc. 
\ I haue he-ird, that gnthy Creatures fitting at a Phy f 
Haue by the very cunning of the Scoeie t 
Bene ftrooke fo to the foulc 3 thatprefeEitly 
They haue proclaim^ their Malefactions. 
For Munher, though it haue no cong^e^WiU fpeake 
Wich moft myracubuff Organ. Itc haue thefc Playersj 
Play fomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine Vnkle. He obferue his lookes, 
lie cent him to the qui eke ; If he but blench 
I know my courfe. TheSpirir that I hauefcene 
May be the Diuell, and the DSucl bath pov^er 
Paflume a p leafing (r>ape v yea and perhaps 
Ou t of my Weakncffe 5 and my MeUncholly, 
As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 
Abufes me to damnc me. Ik haue grounds 
More Re] a true then this : The play 5 * the thing, 
Wherein He catch the Confcienceof the King. -Exit 

Enter Km£ f Q&tc#e y Pofomm, Ophelia, 

Rixg. And can you by no drift of circumflance 
Get ^rom him why he puts on this Confufion 
Grating fo harihZy all his dayes of quiet 
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r^^buTentand dangerous Lunacy, 

gtifm. He docs confefle he feeles himfclfe diftrafted^ 
Rue from what caufehe will by no meaneslpeake. 

ami* N° r ^° wc ' lim f° rwat d to-be founded-, 
gut with a crafty M&dncffe keepes aloofe^: 
YVhen ^ve would bring hioi on to ibrae Confeffion 
Of his true [rate, 
q# 4 Did be receive you well ? 
jj^ff. Moft like a Gentleman, 
Qnild* Bur with much forcing of his difpoficior- 
R$fm. Niggard of queition, but of our demands 
ylol\ free in his reply. 

o?ti. Did you alUiy him to any paflime ? 
%jk- Madamjic fo fell out^ th^r cere a uie Players 
^ c ore- w fought on 1 he Vvay : of thsft wc told bim # 
j^nd there did i'eeme in him a kinde of ioy 
f 0 heare of ic ; They sre about the Court, 
£ud (as I think e) they haue already order 
This night to play before hwv 

pol. 'Tts motr true: 
^,]d he befeech'd me to in^reate your Maieftics 
70 heare^nd fee the matter* 

With all my heart ,snd it doth much content me 
To liearehunio inclmM. Good Getulemen, 
Giue him a further edge, anddriuc hispurpofcon 
fo thefc delights, 

Wc /hall tny Lord* Exeunt*, 
Kwg* S^cet Qertmde leauc vs too, 
For we haue clofcly fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may there 
htitonz Ophelia. Her Fathered my feife(Iawful efpials) 
Will fo btftow our felucs, that feting vnfeene 
We may of their encounter frankdy i«dge^ 
And gather by h'un.as he is behaued, 
Jf i be th'afflittion ofhis loue s orao fl 
That thus hefuffersfor.i 
Qt^ lfl^all obey you, 
And iur your part Ophelia, I do wifli 
That your good Beauties be thehap^y caufe 
Of HamLts wildeneffe ; fo {hall 1 hope your Vermes 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe^ 
To both your Honors, 

Of he* Madam J wifri it may, 

Pi?/. Qpkelidy walkc you hcere-Gracious fopleafcye 
We witlbeftow our felues : Readeon this booke ? 
That fliew of fuch an excrcife may colour 
Your lonclinefle. We are oft too blame inthi^ 
I ts too much protf'dj that with Dcuoiions viiage, 
And pious A6rion, we do furge o're 
The diucll himielfci 

King, Oli'ti? true: 
How Imarr a lafli that fpeech doth gitiemy Confcience ? 
The Hailors Cheekebeautied with plaitt'ring Art 
Is not more v^ty to the chin^ that helpcs it, 
Then is my deede, to my molt painted ward* 
Oh hr.auieburthf,n ! 

Pel 1 heare him commingJcCs withdraw my Lord* 

Exe&nt m 

Enter Htifflleta 
Ham* To be, or not to be, that is rhe Qaeftion : 
W better \n -Nobler in the npiiuie to luffcr 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take A rrr.es againfl a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppofing civ i them t to dye, to Ocrpc 
No mote ; and by a fleepe, to Oy we md 
The Hem-akCj and the thou land Naturall fhockes 


That Fleflh is hey re too? Tis aconfummati on 
Denoutly robe wifb f d a To dye toflecpe, 
To Ccrpe, perchance to Dreame 5 1 , theie's the rub. 
For in that fleepe of death* what dreamrs may come, 
When we haue fbutflcrd ujflf this m or rail cO'^ 
Mufl giue vs pawfe. There's the refped 
Thst makes Calamity of fo Ung life : 
For who would beare the Wrtip ^ and Scorncs of time, 
The OpprcfTors wrong ? thepooreniani C>mumc.y, 
The pangs of difpriz'd Louc, the La ^es delay, 
Themfolence ofOftice»and the Spumes 
That patient merit of the vnworthy takes, _ 
Wiien he himfelfe might his Qwetiu rmke 
With a bare Bodkm ? Who would thefe F^rdles beare 
To grunt and fwcat vnder a weary lift, 
But that the dtcad of lomething after death, 
The vnditcouered Countrcy, frfjm whole iiorne 
NoTraueller rctnrneSi Pu^els the wdi. 
And mak? s vs rather beare chele dies we haue, 
Then flye to odicrs that we know not of* 
Thus Conscience docs make Cowards of vs all, 
And thus thcNatiuc bewofRefolution 
Is ficklied o're, wuh the pnlc cafi of Thought, 
And enterprizes ^fgrc^t pith and moment, 
Wi:h this regard their Currants turne a ay, 
And loofc the name of AtVton- S^ft you i.ow, 
ThefaircOpW^f Ni'Tiph, in thy Onzons 
Ee all my linnes remembred, 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 
How docs your Honor for this many a tby^ 
H<im* I humbly thankc you : welI,wcll,welL 
Ophe. My Lord,I haUc Remembrances ofyours, 
That J haue longrd long ro rc-dchucr, 
I pray you now.receiue them. 

Ham, No^no, 1 neucr gaueyou ouehr. 
Qphc. My honor'd Lord, i know right wcl! vou did, 
And with them words of /o fweet breath compos e, 
As ma.de the things more rich, then perfume lett : 
Take theft againe,-forto the Noble minde 
Rich gifts wsx poore,when giuers prone vnkinde. 
There my Lord. 

Ham* Ha ; ha : Are you-honefij? 
Op he. My Lord. 
Ham. A re you faire ? 
Qphe* What meanes your Lord fill p ? 
Hmtt That if you be honeliand fairc, yourHoncfly 
fTojld admit nodifcourfe to your Beaurie. 

Opke. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better'Comerrc 
thenyc ur Honei'tie > 

Haw* 1 rrulie : tor the power ofBesuEiej. will fooner 
transformeHonefiiefrom whnt it is y to a Bawd, then the 
force ofHoneftie can tranflare Beaueic into his IskcneOc. 
This was fometime a Paradoxj but now the time g mcs it 
proofe* Ididloucyon once, 

Opht. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo. 
Ham, Youthould not hauebeiteucd mc, Forv^r'ue 
cannot Ci innocculatcour oidftocke^but we fball ie!lifh 
ofit. I !ouedydu not. 

Ophe. I was the more deceiued* 
Ham. Gcc theetoaNunnerie. Why wouid'fr \ 
be a breeder ofStnners?! a*n my fclfe indiff^renr ho^cft^ 
but yet I couldacciifc meoffijchthings^hst it were mer- 
cer my Mother had not, born erne, f am very prowd- 
uengefull. Ambitious, with more offences a L my becke^ 
then I haue thoughts to pui them in rfftagMiti^n, to giuc 
thcfla fhape^or rime to acte them in* What fbould 'ui,h 
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